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who was in jail. We stepped over the sleeping merchant
and out into the cool night, glad to be away from the
smoke of tobacco and the stench of spilt alcohol and
stale food in oil. Hadji had anticipated orders and the
mounted gendarmes were saddling up. My sleepy
groom fumbled in the dark with the mare's bridle.
Already, as we rode into the cool still night, the debauch
was far behind us.